DECADENTS

And must Le Gallienne pour out

His soul in rakish obbligato
While hoeing round the brussels sprout

Or round the rubicund tomato?

Must we abandon all our hopes

Of reaping what a niggard fate owes
And sadly see Parnassus' slopes.

Producing parsnips and potatoes?
For us the few, the favoured few.

The future looks exceeding sable
Since thou art posing as the new

Autocrat of the Vege Table!

How sad our lot!    The newsman tells.

And tells in very mournful numbers,
That hands which once framed villanelles

Are now content to frame cucumbers!
Oh Charon, scull us far away!

We long for nothing now but thee, Styx!
The radish routs the roundelay,

And pea-sticks banish anapsestics!'

The comic papers of the decade, indeed, were always
very obligingly furnishing Lane with gratuitous adver-
tisements. Here is another, from that once highly
popular weekly, Pick-me-up:

'DECADENTS

'Tell me, where is Fancy bred?
Certes, near the Bodley Head.
In the Vigo Street domain,
In the shadow of the Lane;
Where Aucassin in a whirl
Blindly seeks his Golden Girl;
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